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I encountered a highly decorative patriarch, his
flowing robe sprinkled with saffron-yellow powder,
as were his uncut locks and majestic beard. He
was a Sadhu revisiting the city after twelve years'
solitary meditation in the jungle. When I saw him
the old Sadhu was leaving a great temple in the
centre of a vast quadrangle surrounded on all sides
by walls.
Beyond the colossal archway was a row of little
cell-like rooms, all exactly alike, flanking the inner
wall of the quadrangle. These are the lodgings of
the pilgrim-priests. Some of the priests were at
their doorsteps, squatting in the roofless marble
corridor that runs between the central temple and
the row of cells in which they live. In twos and
threes they were reading their scriptures, discussing
knotty questions of interpretation. As we were
walking past them, one of the priests darted towards
us. Practically naked, he was one of the fattest
and blackest Indians I had seen.
" What country do you come from ? " he asked
in English. On learning I was French, he burst
into happy exclamations in idiomatic French with-
out the trace of an accent.
" How splendid ! I love talking French ; the
pity is I'm getting rusty. See what I read to keep
up my vocabulary ! " He handed me some pages
torn from Lacordaire's Sermons.
Eagerly he explained that he came from Pondi-
cherry, where he had been educated at the Jesuit
school; he was a priest at a Pondicherry temple
dedicate to Krishna and, wishing to learn more of
the Master's life, had repaired to Brindaban for
study and meditation. I asked him if he was con-
tented with his lot; then, as naively thrilled as
every Frenchman is so apt to be when in a distant